CHAPTER    45

TWO  DEAD  WOMEN  OF  LINZ

OUTSIDE in the town the sun, though the month was only
March, was uncomfortably warm, and the crowds and the din
were exasperating, but here in the Corpse Show House, the
Leichenschauhaus, the air was cool, the light subdued, all was
still. The two grannies, very old and tired, crosses in their
gnarled hands, lay under their transparent shrouds, with a few
flowers and candles about them, waiting to be buried. I found
them beautiful, Mrs. Soldier's Widow Klausner, whose man
had been violently taken from her in the war, so that she had
been alone these twenty years, and Mrs. Postman's Wife
Miiller. They looked as if they had said Tm that tired, I must
lie down a moment'. Now, these two humble women, they
lay in state in the Corpse Show House, the first stage of that
pompous final ceremony, with its brass bands and mourning
legions of fellow-workers, which is dear to the Austrian heart.
The Austrian may all his life have been needy and of no account
in this world, but when he leaves it he likes to go out on a red
carpet.

I had come to Linz in the train of Artur Seyss-Inquart.
The Austrian cauldron was boiling since Schuschnigg's journey
to Hitler and Seyss-Inquart's appointment as Police Minister.
Schuschnigg had kept his part of the bargain to the letter. He
had released all the imprisoned Nazis, among them men who
had helped murder Dollfuss, men who had plotted against his
own life. He had handed over the police to Seyss-Inquart. He
had allowed the Nazis to come into the streets and demonstrate.

Did he really believe that the other part of the bargain would
be kept, that the Nazis, having been given so much, would now
be told to put themselves under his leadership and co-operate
with him in building up a Germanic, but independent and self-
governing Austria? Did he not see that the moment he tried to
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